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NICK CARTER’S WINNING HAND,| 


By the Author of ‘““NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
A DARING DAYLIGHT ROBBERY. 


When the hour hand of the clock of the Yonkers bank 
pointed to twelve on a pleasant day in September, 1892, 
the young man who officiated as assistant cashier and act- 
ing teller changed his coat, put on his hat, and walked 
out, leaving the manager and cashier to run the insitu- 
tion during his absence. 

Five minutes passed and a well-dressed man of thirty, 
or thereabouts, witn brown hair and beard, and a shrewd, 
intelligent face walked briskly in and approached the 
lower end of the counter where the cashier was reading 
a newspaper. 

“T want a draft on Philadelphia, made out for Richard 
Anderson,” he said, in a quick, business-like tone. 

“For what amount?” asked the cashier. 

“Sixty-five dollars and fifteen cents.” 

As the man spoke, he pulled a small bag from his 
pocket and emptied its contents upon the counter. 

Small silver pieces and pennies galore—not a coin above 
the value of twenty-five cents. 

“Chicken feed—I want to get rid of it,” explained the 
stranger. 

*We always have use for small change,” returned the 
bank official, condescendingly. 

So saying, he walked over to his desk to make out the 
draft. 

While the cashier was thus occupied the manager was 
eounting the dimes, nickels, and pennies. 

At this stage in the proceedings a smooth-faced young 
man, with a complexion as swarthy as that of a Mexican, 
passed swiftly into the bank, and noiselessly opening a 
side door near the street entrance, disappeared from view 
for a moment behind the counter. 

This second stranger was still inside when a well-known 
merchant of Yonkers approached the bank with the in- 
tention of cashing a check he had that day received from 
one of his partners in the way of business. 

But he was not allowed to enter. 

At the door a fashionably attired gentleman with blonde 
side-whiskers, brilliant black eyes, and a pleasant address 
accosted him in these words: 

“Excuse me, sir, but can you tell me if Jacob Vander- 
donk is a resident of this place 2” 
“He is dead.” ‘ 

“Ah!” with a start of surprise. 
me. When did he die?” 

The merchant was in the act of replying when the dark- 
faced stranger who had passed behind the counter of the 
bank but a moment before, came quickly out with some- 
thing concealed under his coat. 

“Jam very much obliged to you,” said he of the side- 
whiskers, suavely, when he had gained all the informa- 


“That is sad news to 


> 


tion he desired concerning the demise of Jacob Vander- 
donk. 

“Don’t mention it.” ‘ 

“T won’t, but I think you will,” muttered the inquisitor 
under his breath as he moved rapidly away. 

The merchant entered the bank just as the cashier was 
handing the draft on Philadelphia to the brown-bearded 
stranger. 

The change had been counted and found to amount pre- © 
cisely to sixty-five dollars and fifteen cents. 


The affair was over, the man had gone, and the cashier 
was attending to the business of the merchant, when the 
manager, who had gone toward the front, uttered a quick, 
hoarse ejaculation of surprise : 

“Great Heaven, Hoskins, we’ve been robbed !” 

The cashier dropped the check he had been inspecting, 
and hurried to the manager’s side. 

The latter stood'in front of the table where the trays of 
coin were kept. 


His hand was upon one of the stacks in the tray near- 
est the street. 

“A dummy,” he exclaimed, in strong excitement. 

The cashier looked closer, and then tried to lift one of 
the stacks. 

The effort was vain. 

Each stack, instead of containing a number of twenty- 
dollar gold pieces, was one solid piece of pine wood, gilded. 

And each dummy was screwed fast to the tray. 

The truth burst upon the minds of both at the same in- 
stant. 

“The man who got the draft wasin the plot,” said the 
manager. 

“Yes, yes, and while our attention was engaged his 
confederate stepped in, removed the tray of gold, and 
put down this dummy tray in its place, so that a close in- 
spection would be required to reveal the theft.” 

Further conversation was deferred. 

The manager rushed to the telephone to call up the 
police, while the cashier hastened out upon the street to 
see if he could get on the trail of the robbers, 

While he was absent on his quest, which, by the way, 
was a fruitless cne, the chief of police, followed by no less 
a personage than Inspector Steers, of New York, entered 
the bank. 

The inspector had been called to Yonkers that morning 
on urgent private business, and, having finished it, was 
bidding the chief good-by, preparatory to taking the next 
train for home, when the telephone from the bank arrived. 

“The boldest robbery of the year,” exclaimed the chief, 
when he had left the telephone. 

“What is it?” 

The inspector was given the meager details that had 
come over the wire. 

“By George!” he ejaculated. 

He said no more, but Jooked at his watch, and then 
pursed his lips and knitted his brows. 


“You'd better stop over until the next train,” said the 
chief, who was watching ‘him intently. 

“Think I will.” 

The two officers started for the bank. 

After the manager had told his story, the inspector 
asked: 

“How much gold was in the tray which was carried 
off ?° 

“Seven thousand dollars.” 
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“And you saw no one enter the door while you were en- 
gaged with the man with the brown beard ?” 

os No. oP] 

“TIT would have come in,” spoke up the merchant, who 
had remained in the bank after the discovery of the rob- 
bery, “if a fellow with side-whiskers had not stopped me 
to ask a lot of questions about a man that died ten years 
ago.” 

“Ah!” said the\inspector, with a nod of satisfaction, 
“and I presume this fellow ha@@ keen black eyes and a 
smile that was as open as the day.” 

“Yes, be was a very nice sort of a man from appear- 
ances. Do you know him?” 

“TI know of him,” said the inspector. 

The chief of police had not remained to listen to the con- 
versation. 

After getting a description of the man who had called 
for the draft, he had hurried out to notify his subord- 
inates and take up the search himself. 

Inspector Steers asked afew more questions and then 
took his leave. 

‘Nick Carter must know of this at once, for it is a part 
of the case I put into his hands yesterday,” he said to 
himself, as he walked away in the direction of the tele- 
graph office. 

Procuring a blank there, he sent the following telegram 
to the great detective: 


,‘Come to Yonkers by next train and interview chief. He will give 
you particulars of latest trick played by Three of a Kind. 


“STEERS.” 


ee 


S CHAPTER II. 
AN INTERESTING ADVENTURE. 


During the spring and summer of 1892 a large number 
of burglaries were perpetrated in the little towns that sur- 
round New York. 

The burglars seemed especially partial to post-offices 
and country stores. 

-And every establishment visited by them which held a 
safe, no matter of what pattern, was favored with an ex- 
tra amount of attention. 

Every month their operations grew bolder, until the 
local officers and detectives, failing to make any satisfac- 
tory headway in the search for the criminals, banded to- 
gether and laid their case before Superintendent Byrnes. 

He referred them to his successor in the inspectorship, 
Colonel Steers. 

The latter was found to be well posted regarding the 
robberies, though they had occurred outside ‘his jurisdic- 
tion. 

“We want the shrewdest and bravest detective in New 
York city to ferret these rascals out,” said the spokesman 
of the party, “for they are very devils for cunning.” 

“Then the man to do your work is Nick Carter.” 

“Yes, yes,” put in another; ‘‘but Carter is out of the 
city, isn’t he?” 

“He was out of the city an hour ago,” returned the in- 
spector; “but he is in New York now.” 

“Then we want him,” saica the other, quickly, “no mat- 
ter what he costs.” 

An hour later Nick was sitting in the inspector’s pri- 
vate office listening to the story of the country officers. 

The fact that none of the criminals had ever been seen 
gave Nick no concern. 

He identified them at once by their peculiar manner of 
operating. 

“Do you remember,” he said to the inspector, ‘‘the 
gang who used to hang out on Forsyth street in the neigh- 
borhood of Broome and Hester ?” 

“J should say I did,” was the grim response. 
“You remember also, no doubt, the big silk burglary of 


August, 1887, when Burchardt, of Canal street, suffered 


to the tune of five thousand dollars ?” 

“Yes, and I don’t forget that Gus and Herman Palmer 
and Mike Clark put up the job.” 

‘“‘Three of a Kind,” remarked Nick, quietly. 

“Yes, indeed, and three of the toughest nuts to crack 
in the criminal profession.” 

“There was always something peculiar in their way of 
doing business,” Nick went on. 

“They never carried any tools with them for one thing.” 

“No, and they could crack a safe quicker than any trio 
of crooks in the civilized world. Remember that job, in 
1888, in South Amboy. A watchman passed a certain 
store at 11:30. All was serene. The doors were locked, 
the safe was in its usual condition. There was no sign of 
a disturbance about any part of the building. A tew 
minutes later he returned to find the door open, the safe 
cracked, and fifteen thousand dollars in coin, notes, and 
bonds gone where the*woodbine twineth.” 

The inspector rubbed his bands at the recollection. 

“Yes, yes, I remember the case perfectly, and I also 
call to mind that the conclusion Byrnes arrived at re- 
specting these fellows was that they had confederates 
who broke into the places designed to be robbed, leaving 
the actual plundering work to be performed by the match- 
less three.” 


“Herman Palmer is the strongest crook in the profes- 
sion,” pursued the great detective, ‘‘and I shall never for- 
get the tussle we had outside a whisky joint in the Tenth 
Ward, when I went to arrest him for a job committed in 
Brooklyn. That was when he was young in the business 
and hadn’t acquired the finish which a later association 
with such choice spirits as Big Patsy and Sheeny Gus 
gave nim.” 

“Tt seems to me I have a recollection of that little scrap 
in the Tenth,” said the inspector, with a twinkle in his 
eye. 

“It was a scrap that taught me one thing,” replied 
Nick, slowly, “and that was never to rely upon outsiders 
—the common citizen—for assistance. 

“T had Palmer down, and was in the act of putting the 
darbies on his wrists, when Old Snow, the fence, Herman 
Frey, Sheeny Gus, and others of the old gang set upon 
meinabunch. I hadn’t seen them before, and they came 
from the Lord knows where. 

“Well, I did what Icould to keep my end up in the 
little circus that followed. I had downed Sheeny Gus, 
had knocked Snow’s and Frey’s heads together, and was 
getting ready to clean out the rest of the villainous outfit, 
when Palmer sprang to his feet and made a dive at me 
with a knife. 

“A big crowd had collected a safe distance away, and, 
when I saw that my life wasin danger, I called out for 
assistance. 

“Not aman moved to help me, and there were some 
six-footers there—overgrown Yahoos who ought to have 
been ashamed of their cowardice. 

“T had to do without them. I caught Palmer’s wrist in 
time to prevent the knife stroke, let him have a left- 
hander under the ear, and turned to meet an iron bar in 
the hands of Sheeny Gus, which laid me out.” 

Nick paused and looked thoughtfully at the floor fora 
moment. 

“JT am perfectly satisfied in my own mind,” he said, 
when he looked up, “that the late robberies were the 
work of Clark and the Palmer boys. If one question 
which I will put is answered to my satisfaction, then it 
will make assurance doubly sure. Have you noticed 
lately in your town,” he said to the officer, who. came 
from Woodlawn, where the last robbery had occurred, 
“a young fellow about twenty with the face of an angel 
and the manners of a Chesterfield; with a voice like a 
woman’s and a smile that would melt an iceberg?” 

“Yes, I have,” was the reply. ‘‘He spent several days 
in town. Sang once at the church, I believe; said he was 
a minister’s son, and that his father thought of locating 
there, and had sent him on to take notes about the place.” 

“That’s the youth,” was the great detective’s satisfied 
comment. “Billy, the Mug, beyond the shadow of a 
doubt.” 


a 
Oo 


eee 


Sep aeiee e 


Fo nS Pe ert eg ee pe ctae sO a Oe 


4 NICK ¢ CARTIER LIBRARY. No. 65. 


Another officer hailing from White Plains spoke up  Bif! 
when Nick finished. i His right shot out with the force of a pile- -driver, and 


“A smooth-faced fellow appeared in town afew days the brute, who was trying to stifle the young woman’s 
before the post-otfice burglary, Mr. Carter, but he had the cries, dropped his hand, and measured his full length 
face of a Bowery tough and a voice like that of a coal-, upon the ground. 
heaver, harsh, husky, and aggressive.” | Bif! plunk! Both right and left carromed in quick suc- 

“Billy, the Mug,” said Nick, quietly. |cession upon the surprised countenance of ruffian No. 2. 

“In Orangeburgh, where I came from,” said another} He, too, embraced mother-earth with a force and sud- 
officer, “I noticed a young fellow inspecting the outside denness that took all the wind out of him. 
of the principal store as though he designed buying it, a} “Oh, sir, how can I ever thank you sufficiently for your 
few days before the place was broken into and the safe , courageous interference !” spoke a sweet, tremulous voice, 
cracked. He was about twenty years of age, and his face and the great detective ttirned froma quick contempla- 
had no expression whatever. He might have been an ‘tion of the quivering human forms at his feet to look into 


idiot, for all I knew, then.” the pretty face of the girl he had rescued. 
“Did you hear him talk?” asked Nick. In the excess of her gratitude, she caught one of- his 
‘Yes, and he lisped like a Vassar girl.” hands, and kissed it. 
“Billv, the Mug.” Nick blushed, 


Inspector Steers enjoyed the puzzled wonderment of| But when she again raised her beaming countenance to 
the country guardians of the peace as muchas did the his, something in her appearance made him start slightly 
great detective. and turn away his head. 

‘‘Who is this Billy, the Mug?” asked the White Plains! A violent fit of coughing, which immediately succeeded 
officer, his honest countenance the picture of devouring the start, probably prevented the young woman from 
curiosity. noticing Nick’s emotion, for her face wore a look of 

“He is a remarkable character,” said Nick, “and there , deepest sympathy when his paroxysm had ended. 
isn’t an actcr on the stage to-day who canequal himin| “You have over exerted yourself on my account,” she 
facial expression, in mimicry, and in the delineation of said, with earnest solicitude. 


character. We call him the Mug on account of his facial| “It is nothing,” returned Nick, quietly. 

gifts, for he can look like pretty much anything in the| Then he added, courteously, in his natural voice: 

human line.” “Will you permit me to escort vou to a place of safety ?” 
“And as he has been in the employ of Clark and the| ‘With pleasure,” was her quick answer. “But these 

Palmer boys for years,” added the inspector,‘ the presump- | terrible men——” 


tion is that all the later robberies committed just outside| She paused, and a look of mingled surprise and disap- 

of the city were the work of the trio known as ‘Three of pointment overspread her countenance. 

a Kind2))? | “What is it?” asked Nick, without changing his posi- 
“That's it,” said Nick, “and when I land Herman and tion, which left his back to the spot where he knocked 

August and Mike in jail, I put a stop to this country safe- | out the brace of villains. 

cracking, and leave Billy, the Mug, without an occupa-| “They have gone.” 


od 


tion.” The great detective, with an inward smile, wheeled 

After some further talk, the case was given into the|slowly, and saw that the young lady’s assailants had 
great detective’s hands. gained the cover of the bushes and disappeared. 

It was while Nick was picking up a few points in Brook-| “Never mind,” he said, soothingly, “for wLen I get to 
lyn the next day that he received the inspector’s telegram | town I will notify the police, and they will soon catch the 
from Yonkers. pair, if they remain in this part of the country.” 

He lost no time in starting for the scene ot the latest| “Do you live near here?” she asked, with a curious look 
daring operation of the gang of criminals he had agreed | at his bucolic costume. 
to run down. “No, I live over Baychester way,” returned Nick, un- 

Chick, his brave and faithful assistant, accompanied |blushingly. “I am just enjoying a few days of vacation 
him to the Grand Central Depot. over this way. I may go on to the city to-morrow.” 

Late in the afternoon Nick left Yonkers with the full| “I must bein New York to-night,” she returned. 
details of the bank robbery stamped upon his memory. “Then we had best walk to the nearest station of the 

One important piece of information was given him by | Harlem Railroad.” 
one of the local detectives. OR. 


A young man answering one of the descriptions of| Down the hill they went over the ground Nick had so 
Billy, the Mug, had been seen in the vicinity of Edge Hill | recently traversed. 
Park outside the town at about the time the robbery was| And the latter was apparently in the best of spirits, 


committed. though circumstances had forced him to turn back before 
Nick bent his steps in that direction. he had gone as far as he had originally intended. 
Before he left Yonkers, however, he made achange in| “How did those ruffians come to assault you?” he 
his personal appeafance. asked, as they pursued their journey. 
In the guise of an honest Westchester County farmer, “T had been out to Woodlawn Cemetery where my dear 


he passed the town boundary and entered one of the|mother is buried,” she replied, with tears in her eyes 
Pp 3 yes, 


thoroughfares in the thinly settled locality west of he|‘‘and, as the day was fine, I thought I would walk to the ” 


® 


park. park, and then take a street-car. 
As he was ascending asmall hill that arose out of a| ‘Near the spot where you met me, these men appeared, 
hollow, a woman’s shriek from beyond the summit made | coming from the bushes, where they must have been lying 


him quicken his steps to a run. in concealment. 
Arrived at the top, he saw a sight that aroused all his| “I became frightened at their evil looks when they ap- 
combativeness. proached me, but I had no thought that they would attack 


Two tall, lank,.muscular countrymen were endeavoring | me in such a public place until my arms were suddenly 
to drag a neatly dressed young woman into a clump of | seized and I was asked to hand over my money. ° 
bushes by the road-side. “How they came to know that I had a large sum of 

Their evident purpose was robbery, for Nick heard one|money on my person I know not, but when they men- 
of them say when he came in sight of the three: “Give up|tioned the amount, and said I must give it up or die, I 


the boodle, and we’ll let you go.” then realized that the attack had been planned, and that 
“No, no,” was her firm answer, “T will not give it up. |some one had betrayed me.” 
It is my all.” The young lady paused and looked up at Nick as if she 


Then she raised her voice, and let outa scream that|expected him to ask her a question. 

made the ruffian who had spoken to her clap his large, But he did not. 

coarse hand over her mouth with an oath that was both} He only looked at her with a gentle smile. 

loud and deep. With a slight pout at what she must have considered his 
In half a dozen bounds Nick was on the spot. want of curiosity, she went on: 
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“My mother’s estate was settled up the other day, and 
this morning a lawyer came over from Philadelphia to 
where I was standing in Manhattanville, and handed me 
my share in bank-notes. There was but one other devisee 
and heir-at law, and he got only one hundred dollars. 
That was my cousin, John.” 

She looked at the disguised detective again. 

Nick concluded it was time to say something. 

“ And how much was your share?” was his polite query. 

*‘Seven thousand dollars.” 

“ All in bank-notes ?” 

“Yes. ° Why do you ask?” 

“Because an odd fancy struck me.” 

“What was it?” 

“This: That if your share had been in gold, for in- 
stance, you could not have carried it about your person 
very easily.” 

The young lady started and regarded Nick,sharply. 

The detective’s cool, impassive face appeared to puzzie 
her. 

“You are a queer man,” she said, after a long pause. 

“That’s what my friends say.” . 

“T don’t know as Iam safe in traveling with such a 
person,” she returned, slowly, and looking at the ground. 

“This is certainly very odd,” remarked Nick, “chat you | 
should think me queer just because I adverted to the fact 
that seven thousand dollars in gold could not be carried 
about so easily as the same amount in notes.” 

He took her arm as he spoke. 

She tried to draw away from him. 

In vain. 

He held, her with a grip of iron. 

A revolver, which she carried concealed in the folds of 
her dress, found its way suddenly to Nick’s pocket. 

W hat did it all mean? 

His next words furnished the explanation of his strange | 
conduct. 

“Tt is about time toend this farce,” he said, coolly. 
“Don’t you think so, Billy ?” 

The pseudo-woman let a fierce oath escape her scarlet | 
lips. 

“Blast you,” she cried, hoarsely. “T might have 
known I’d run into a snag. You’re Nick Carter.” 

“ At your service, and you are Billy, the Mug.” 


or 


CHAPTER III. 
TRICKED BY THE ENEMY. 


The disguised tool of the trio of robbers..gnashed his! 
teeth in impotent rage when he realized that he was in| 
the hands of a man from whom escape was impossible. 

“T was looking for Chick,” he growled, harshly. 

“What made you think Chick was likely to be in this 
section this afternoon ?” 

“That's for you to find out.” 

The Mug spoke in an ugly tone of voice. 

He was rattled, and he was wrathy. 

Nick smiled. 

They were within a few blocks of the railway station | 
when the detective proposed that they should sit down 
under a tree on the edge of the sidewalk and rest a while. 

The captive sullenly acquiesced. 

“Tt’s all the same to me, Nicholas the Great,” he 
sneered. “You've played smart on me to-day, but my 
turn will come some time.” , 

“Billy,” said Nick, when they were seated, “it will be 
worth your while to open up.” 

“Squeal? Not this time.” 

“You're booked for a lifer if you don’t.” 

“Baht”. 

“I’m giving you straight goods.” 


j 


“Straight nothing,” contemptuously. “I know the ways | 


of you blokes, and you can’t come any of your terroriz- 
ing monkey business over yours truly.” 
“But the truth will burt you, won’t it?” 
*T'll wait till I hear the truth.” 
“You piped off the business in White Plains for the 


% 
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“Don’t play Miss Innocence with me, Billy. You’re no 
one’s angel when I’m around. Talk sense.” 

“T want to hear it from you first.” 

“T’m giving it to you.” 

“Not when you blather about a gang.” 

“ ¢Three of a Kind,’ then?” 

Billy, the Mug, opened his eyes to their fullest extent. 

“ All aces, I suppose?” he said, in a sarcastic tone. 

“No; knaves.” 

“T don’t catch on, Nicholas.” 

“You will presently with both hands and all your 
teeth.” ' 

‘““Bu’st loose then.” 

“You went ahead for the little performance that was 
given in Orangeburgh. That was a safe act.” 

“You don’t say ?” 

“ You got the lay of the land for the job at Woodlawn.” 
“You can’t prove it.” 

“Perhaps I can.” 

“Go.ahead and do it, then.” 

* After you had your points down fine you proceeded to 
a certain crib on Ninety-second street in the city, and 
went into a private room where Herman Palmer was 
awaiting you.” 

“The devil !” 

The Mug looked at Nick in amazement. 

‘‘Acting upon the information which you gave him 
Herman, and August, and Mike went ahead and did the 
job.” 

“So you say.” 

“So I can prove.” 

“You assert that I had a confab with Herman Palmer 
at Casey’s joint. Who saw me go in there?” 

‘‘Pat Sorby, one of the two toughs who made the bogus 
assault on you up the road.” 

Billy looked grave for a moment. 

But his face brightened as a sudden thought struck 
him. 

“You've got on your guessing cap, Nicholas.” 

“You won’t think so when Sorby gets up in court and 
tells what he knows.” 

“He will never appear in court.” 

“Why ?” 

“ Because you won’t catch him.” 

Nick looked at his watch. 

It was close upon five o’clock. 

“Tf Sorby and his pal, Slim Dick, go straight to the 
city, as I think they will, Chick will land ’em in jail by 
seven o’clock.” 

‘““That’s why you let em slip, was it?” queried the Mug, 
with a glance that was half surprise and half admiration. 

“Ves; I knew that Chick would overhaul them before 
nightfall.” 

“Blast Chick. I’d been counting on his coming over 
here this afternoon.” 

“ What made you think he’d come?” 

“Vou’ve asked me that question before, haven’t you?” 

“Shouldn’t wonder, Billy. Perhaps you’d better answer 
it now. It won’t cost you anything.” 

“Make me see that it won’t cost me anything, and then 
I may be induced to work my chin a little for your bene- 
fit,” returned Billy, cunningly. 

“T can’t make you see anything, my son,” said Nick, in 
a mock paternal voice, “but I can present such an array 
of facts with good plain deductions therefrom that you, 
with your sharp, experienced optics, ought to discern for 
yourself.” 

“Now you talk.” 

“Well, then, Billy, if you area man of sense you will 
see that a confession of the part you have lately played in 
the robberies that have taken place in the neighborhood 
of New York eity will, in all probability, be the means of 
letting you off with a very light sentence, if it doesn’t 
result in saving you from punishment altogether.” 

“Will you stand up for me if I open my budget and 
| give the whole snap away 2?” 
ce Yes. oy) 

“All right, Nick., I'll squeal.” 
The great detective looked steadily at the young crim- 


gang.” 
“What gang?” 


inal for a moment. 
Then he said: 
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“Tell me about this afternoon’s affair first.” 

“ You’re curious to know where Chick was to come in, 
eh? Well, here goes.” 

Billy drew a long breath, glanced furtively over his 
shoulder, and then began: 

“I got word about two hours ago that Chick was in 
Brooklyn nosing around the old haunts of the gang in the 
disguise of a tough.” 

“Who sent you word ?” asked Nick. 

“Sorby.” 

“ How long has Sorby been working for the gang?” 

‘But a short time.” 

“What is his layout ?” 

“He stays behind, and pipes off the movements of the 
coppers and Steers’ men.” 

“What made him think it was Chick he saw ?” 

“He had seen your assistant in the same disguise be- 
fore.” 

“He made a mistake this time, though.” 

“Tam aware of it. It was you he saw and not Chick.” 

“That’s what.” 

“Sorby followed the tough—you—and tound out that it 
was your intention to go over to Woodlawn this afternoon 
for the purpose of picking up points about the robbery.” 

“The Woodlawn robbery ?” 

“Yes. What robbery did you suppose I referred to?” 

“Oh, I did not know,” returned Nick, coolly, ‘“ but what 
you meant the robbery of the Yonkers bank at noon to- 
day.” 

The Mug knitted his brows angrily. 

‘“‘Confound it,” he exclaimed, in a tone of deep disgust, 
“T ought to have guessed that you must have got onto the 
bank racket before you came out here.” 

“Yes. I know all about it,” said Nick, “and I also 
know that you were seen taking notes about the place 
yesterday. You even went into the bank and had a long 
talk with the cashier about safe deposits. Oh, I’m onto 
you, Billy, never forget that.” 

“T sha’n’t in a hurry,” replied the Mug, bitterly. 

“Now go on with your story.” 

“Well, we were all stationed over the hill where you 
found us—Sorby and Dick and myself—when we espied 
your figure going duwn into the hollow. ‘That’s Chick,’ 
says I, ‘sure, for ve seen him in that rig more than 
once.’ ” 

Nick smiled. The Mug was right. Chick had often worn 
his superior’s disguises, and vice versa, so that many a 
good point had been scored by them against the lawless 
characters toward whom their operations were directed. 

“You know what followed.” 

“Perfectly,” said Nick, with a satisfied recollection of 
the manner in which he sent Sorby and Slim Dick to 

rass. 
en I don’t think the boys counted on getting such a 
knock-out as you gave them,” continued Billy, the Mug. 

“Then they can’t know Chick very well, for he is 
Young Hercules, you know, and I have no percentage 
over him when it comes to striking out from the shoulder. 
By the way,” added Nick, “what did you intend to do 
with my assistant provided you were able to down him 2” 

The question was not answered. 

The rapid approach of a tall. powerfully built man with 
flashing black eyes and a heavy black beard, carrying a 
heavy cane, made both the detective and his prisoner turn 
all their attention to him. 

Nick gave the on-comer one quick, sharp glance. 

An exclamation of fierce exultation involuntarily 
escaped his lips. 

He had recognized the man. 

_ It was Herman Palmer, the Herculean crook, the chief 
of the matehless three. 

He was in disguise, but Nick knew him by his eyes, by 
his form, by the cane, by a certain peculiarity in his gait. 

He was the party with the blonde side-whiskers and 
natty attire who had stood outside the Yonkers bank du- 
ring the robbery and prevented the-town merchant from 


entering by his earnest inquiries about a defunct Vander- | 


donk. 
Billy, 


the Mug’s, breath came fast, and his e 
twinkled in savage satisfaction when he saw who the on- 
comer was. 
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A few more strides and Herman would be opposite to 
‘the pair under the tree. 

Before these strides were taken 
thinking. 

What could the shrewd crook be doing so near Yonkers, 
and only a few hours after the most daring robbery he 
had ever assisted in? 

Some reason out of the common must have brought him 
there, for it had been the invariable rule of the three 
heretofore to go into retirement in one of their dens in 
New York or Brooklyn after one of their robberies, there 
to remain until Billy, the Mug, had put them oh to the 
scheme for another raid. 

‘““Ah !” said Nick to himself, “I have it. The gang has 

a’new hiding-hole, and it’s near Woodlawn. And Pat 
‘Sorby and Slim Dick went there when they left the hill 
| yonder. 
“The tale they told scared the trio. orby had recog- 
‘nized me by my voice, and it was necessary that the game 
of the enemy who had gone away with Billy, the Mug, be 
icheckmated at once. > 

“It would not be policy for all three of the firm to sally 
forth to Billy’s assistance, so Herman undertook to make 
the trip alone. 

“He is a very giant in strength, and he thinks he is 
able to cope with half a dozen ordinary detectives. He 
-has probably forgotten the time I downed him in the 
| Tenth Ward. 

“Now what must Ido? I don’t want to lose Billy, now 
that I’ve got hitffsand I wouldn’t miss the opportunity of: 
‘capturing Herman for a pot of money.” 

Nick’s cogitations were cut short by the near approach 
of his quarry. 

Herman Palmer stopped in front of the detective and 
his prisoner, and looked at them curiously. 
| Nick arose at the moment, his right hand still grasping 
the arm of his captive. 

It was close upon sundown, there was no house within 
several hundred yards, and the locality was deserted. 

“ What’s the matter with that young lady ?” asked the. 
crook, sternly. 

Nick looked at Billy, the Mug, and saw that his face 
had put on an expression of acute suffering. 

“She is an escape from the insane asylum,” replied the 
great detective, blandlv. 

The subject of this discussion opened his lips, and two 
words escaped them. 

“Kill him !” 

These were the last words uttered by the robber’s tool 
for some time to come. 

Nick acted when Billy gave Herman his cue. 

Dealing the Mug a blow behind the ear that would have 
felled an ox he sent the pseudo-woman sprawling into the 
road, and then leaped forward to do battle with the mus- 
cular leader of the robbers. 

Herman Palmer was ready for him. 

Nick’s first blow was parried, and a left-hander sent out 
with the force and precision of a professional heavy 
weight slugger. : 

It would have resulted in a knock-out had it caught 
Nick in the place intended. 

But Nick had changed his position so as to escape the 
blow. 

He was as lithe and active as he was strong and _ scien- 
tific, and by anticipating the lunge before it was made he 
succeeded in ducking his head in the nick of time. 

Herman Palmer’s fist struck empty air, and the force 
used in propelling it forward caused him to nearly lose 
his balance. 

Nick Carter was not the man to miss the opportunity 
which now presented itself. a 

By a dextrous upper cut he brought the big robber toa 
sudden stand-still, and he followed up this advantage by 
landing a right-hander square between Herman’s eyes 
that made him fall like a bullock struck by a sledge ham- 
/ mer. 
| As the great detective stood above his victim, panting 
| with exhaustion, something struck him in the face and 


Nick did some rapid 


yes eyes that made him utter a yell of pain. 


' It was a handful of red pepper, and had been throw 


n by 
Billy, the Mug. 
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- Nick was half blinded by this vicious assault, and his  Nick’s eyesight grew dimmer as he made a fresh spurt 
rage was so pronounced that for the moment he was for- forward. 


getful of all else. “ Halt !” 

Billy started off on a run as soon as he had thrown the He was within a few feet of the robber when he drew 
pepper. his pistol and uttered this command. 

Nick followed at a rattling pace. , ' For answer the pursued one stumbled and fell to the 


The odds were in favor of the detective, and he was ground with his face in the dust. . 

within a few yards of Billy when a thought of the big Nick was down beside him in a twinkling. 

bank robber made him turn his head and look back. | His first move was to make a quick search for weapons. 
To his chagrin Herman Palmer was on his feet and: The prostrate man was unarmed. 

starting off in the direction of the cemetery. Nick was Nick grasped him by the shoulders and turned him 


-in an angry quandary for a few seconds. over. 


It he kept on in his pursuit of Billy, the Mug, he would The fellow made no resistance. 
lose Herman Palmer. : A ery of rage escaped the detective’s lips as he looked 
On the other hand, if he turned about and ran after into his captive’s face. 
Palmer he would miss the chance of putting the handcuffs His eyesight was not so defective but what he could see 
on the sleek advance fakir of the troublesome “Three of that he had made a grand mistake. 
a Kind.” | The man he had run down was not Herman Palmer, but 
Nick did not hesitate long over his choice. an utter stranger. 
The chief of the trio was the bigger game. 2 —_——— 
Billy, the Mug’s, capture would have to be deferred. e 
So turning his back on the false female he dashed after CHAPTER IV. 
Palmer at a Nancy Hanks gait. _AN UNEXPECTED TUMBLE. 
The big outlaw was a famous sprinter himself in spite 
of his weight. | When he saw that he had captured the wrong man 
The feet of the pursuer and the pursued fairly flew over Nick arose to his feet, and looked about him with dim 
the ground. eyes in every direction. 
Instead of going direct for the cemetery Palmer, after Near the corner was an open lot ornamented by a 
passing Edge Hill Park, made for Woodlawn Heights. growth of trees. 
His hiding-place was probably in that neighborhood. | Ten toone that Palmer—had disappeared in its dense 
So Nick reasoned, and he bent all his energies to run shadows. 
his quarry down before he could reach the shelter of his It was now so dark that pursuit would be useless. 


den and the assistance of his villainous comrades. i The great detective had been tricked, and in the neatest 
Night was coming on, and unless Nick caught his man manner. 

within fifteen minutes he might have to give up the pur- The man who had been smelling of the dust was on his 

suit until morning. feet again when Nick turned around after his disap- 


When Palmer crossed Mount Vernon avenue he looked pointed scrutiny. 
for an instant from right to left in an undecided sort of Grasping the fellow’s arm the detective led him to the 


way. sidewalk curbing. 
Then he made a turn, and resumed his flight at an in-: “Sit down,” he said, sternly, “for I’ve something very 
creased pace, so that his feet seemed scarcely to touch particular to say to you.” 
the ground. | The fellow, who was evidently a tramp, showed his 
Nick surmised that he had changed his programme. teeth in a cunning smile as he obeyed the wrathful man- 
Instead of making for the rendezvous he had resolved hunter’s command. 
to turn his steps toward New York. i Just as Nick was about to open his lips to begin his ex- 
He was now heading for the Woodlawn station in the amination the noise of an outgoing railway train was 
hope of catching a train of the Harlem road. heard in the near distance. 
Nick looked at his watch without checking his speed. ‘Palmer has made it, and that train is carrying him to 
The time table was familiar to him. New York,” was his unspoken thought. 
The next train for the city would leave in five minutes. Then to the man: 
There was nearly a mile to run. “You were paid torun up the street from the corner, 
Could Palmer make it? ‘were you not?” 
The detective noted the fleeing crook’s gait, and nodded, “Yes.” 
his head. |. “Did the man who paid you leave the street as soon as 
“Yes, he’ll get there if I don’t overhaul him.” | he had made his bargain with you ?” 
The probability was that Nick would do this. “Yes.” 
He was steadily gaining on his quarry. ‘‘Which way did he go?” 
When he started on his run he forgot his pain forthe; “Through that open lot where the trees are.” 
moment in the fierce desire to overtake the shrewd crim-|} “In the direction of the depot, just as I supposed,” 
inal ahead of him. ‘growled Nick, in an undertone. 
But his eyes soon began to trouble him to that extent “Yes, he said he wanted to catch the train,” rejoined 
that he was forced to stop ata puddle by the wayside the tramp, whose ears were acute. 
and moisten his handkerchief. - Nick tried to get a good look at the speaker’s features, 


A few wet applications gave him partial relief, but he but failed. 
presently found to his dismay that the inflammation had He would have cursed his luck had he not been a_phi- 


affected his sight. losopher as well as a believer in the ultimate success of 
He could not see objects distinctly unless close at hand, his campaign against villainy. 
and the gathering gloom but added to his difficulties. | One circumstance gave him a feeling of relief. 
Palmer turned a corner with Nick not more than fifty’ The inflammation was gradually leaving his eyes, 
feet behind. thanks to the persistent application of the wet handker- 


‘“‘T can see him,” thought the great detective, with sat- chief. 
isfaction, “and if my pace holds out ten minutes longer And he wanted the full use of his eyes that night, for 


[Ill put my hands on him.” he did not mean to seek his bed until he made further 
Arrived at the corner Nick looked ahead, and could headway. 


scarcely repress a shout of exultation at what he saw. | Perhaps the tramp could give him a point or two. 
His quarry was not more than twenty feet from him, | “Who are you?” he asked, in a magisterial manner. 
| 


and he was limping. “Tom Tiffin.” 
He had suddenly gone lame. | “What is your business?” 
The darkness might come on in one sudden clannow: “Hunting chuck or the wherewithal to obtain it.” 


for all the great detective cared, for in another minute he “You have been at school some, I suppose?” 
would have his man by the throat. “T am an Oxford graduate.” 
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“What has brought you to this sorry pass?” 

Booze.” 

Nick nodded his head. 

The man might be lying or he might be telling the truth. 

‘ Do you know the man whe hired you to run to-night?” 

No.” 

“Have you ever seen him anywhere before this?” 

NOB. 

“Where ?” 

“What will you give to know?” was. the cunning 
response. 

“If the information is important I will give you a dol- 
lar.” 

“Make it five and I’ll open up.” 

“Five goes.” 

“T saw him two hours ago down near the river.” 

“The Bronx?” 

<3 Yes. ? 

“What was he doing there?” 

“He lives there, I suppose, for he went into a little 
eabin in a field as if he owned it.” 

Nick’s spirits began to rise. 

He believed the fellow was telling the truth. 

‘Did the man who hired you to-night to fool me know 
that you had seen him down by the river ?” 

“T think not.” 

“You met quite by accident, then ?” 

“Of course.” 

“Tell me all about it.” 

“T was sitting under a tree by the corner when he came 
running up. I looked up at him, and he looked down at 
me. 

“In that moment he took my financial measure, I pre- 
sume, for he said, rapidly, ‘Ill give you a tenner if you’ll 
start out and run till a man around the corner catches 
you. He’s after me, and he’ll let you go when he finds 
that he has made a mistake.’ 

“ ‘It’s a whack,’ says I, and with that he handed me 
the gold piece. 

“The next instant he was over the fence and among the 
trees, and I was limping down the street.” 

“Are you really lame?” 

6¢ No. 39 

“What made you limp, then ?” 

“T don’t like to over-exert myself when it can be 
avoided.” 

“You mean that you are lazy.” 

“That’s a harsh name for my dislike for violent exer- 
cise.” 

““To return to the house by the river. Did the man meet 
any one there?” 

“I saw two persons inside the room when he opened the 
door.” 

“Could you describe their faces.” 

“No, they were too far away from me.” 

“Where were you at the time?” 

“Lying down under a tree.” 

“ How did you come to be there?” 

“T had been walking along by the river, and feeling 
tired and drowsy I had thrown myself down under the 
tree, and was getting ready to take a snooze when my 
wealthy patron-to-be put in an appearance.” 

“Did you remain long under the tree after he entered 
the house?” 

“No, I saw another fellow coming up soon after that, 
and I slid out. He was making straight for my tree, 
coming from the Yonkers way, and I did not want to 
meet him.” 

“You knew him, then?” 

“T should remark that I did, captain. 
the back. He’saB. KE.” 

“Bad egg?” 

“No, a bloomin’ egotist—he thinks he knows it all.” 

“But he doesn’t, eh?” 

“No, he doesn’t know enough to last him over night. 
We never did agree when we were on the turf together, 
and when we separated I gave him a black eye to remem- 
ber me by.” 

‘If you were the. stronger why did you fear to meet 
him ?” 


I knew him by 
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[Rheumatism and the flowing bowl have reduced my 


“T was the stronger then, captain; I am not now. to resort to a little deception now and then. 


strength so that Iam not fit at the present moment to 
tackle a blind cripple.” 

“What is the fellow’s name?” 

“Pat Sorby.” 

Nick expected this answer. 

“Was he making for the cabin?” 

134 Yes. %) 

“Did you see him go in?” 

“No, but when I was making myself scarce I looked 
back and saw him talking at the door with the man who 
met me at the corner to-night,” 

“I want you to guide me to that cabin this evening,” 
said the detective, quietly. 

“Td rather not.” 

“ You needn’t be afraid of getting hurt. All I want you 
to do is to show me the place. My eyesight is not very 
good, and the darkness doesn’t help it any.” 

“ Anything in it for me?” 

‘‘Five dollars more.” 

“Come on then,” said Mr. Tom Tiffin, as he arose to his 
feet with alacrity. 

Nick was ready to go, and they started off without fur- 
ther conversation. 

An hour’s walk brought them to a lonely field by the 
river. 

In a little hollow stood a small, unpainted cabin, which 
had probably been used at one time by some railroad 
workmen, 

It was at some distance from the road, and trees and 
shrubbery partially concealed it from view. 

There were several paths leading to and from the cabin. 

One of the latter ended at the river shore. 

Nick and Tom Tiffin halted under the tree..which the 
latter had spoken of having been his point of observation 
some hours before. 

The detective’s eyes no longer pained him, and he was 
now satisfied that he could see as well as ever. 

There was no moon, but the sky was clear, and in the 
starlight the outlines of the cabin could be plainly dis- 
cerned. . 

There was no: light in any of the windows. 

But this was not proof that the occupants were either 
absent or in bed. 

For a while Nick was undecided as to what disposition 
he should make of Tiffin. 

Finally an idea struck him, which he proceeded to act 
upon. 

“You are not anxious to do Pat Sorby a favor, are 
you 2?” he asked. 

‘*Do him a favor?” returned the tramp, fiercely. “I'd 
like to cut his throat for a sneaking thief and traitor.” 

“What did he do to you?” 

‘‘He robbed me when I was sick and helpless, and when 
I got well and pointed him out to a copper as the galoot 
who had played me, I’m the biggest liar in the country if 
he didn’t turn round and denounce me as a river pirate 
whom the police were looking after. 

“T was taken before Byrnes, who with one glance told 
the copper who held me to let me go. I was no more a 
river pirate than I was a bank robber, and I have never 
been either. The worst crimes I ever committed were in 
the quiet confidence line, and I was never pulled while I 
was working that snap. 

‘A few days after Byrnes let me off I met Sorby ona 
back street of Brooklyn, and I went for him. TI had no 
knife, and no gun, nothing in fact but my fists, but I did 
him up in great shape, all the same. That’s when I gave 
him the black eye.” 

Nick had no desire to have the tramp continue his 
reminiscences. 

He had learned all he desired for the present. 

“Sorby is probably in that cabin now.” 

“Do you think so?” 

Nick returned an affirmative answer, though he made 
a mental reservation as he did so. 

His honest opinion was that Sorby was then in New 
York and that Chick had him in tow. 

But for the purposes of his campaign it was necessary 
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“You want me to do something,” said Tiffin, eagerly 
“What is it?” 

“JT want you to remain here while I go up to the cabin 
to reconnoiter.” 

“All right.” 

“When I beckon to you come to me as quickly as pos- 
sible.” 

“Yes, but——” 

“ You have no arms, is that it?” 

(<4 Yes. 3? 

“Take this revolver,” handing him the weapon which 
he had taken from Billy, the Mug. 

“Thanks. Now Iam equal to half a dozen men who 
have only nature’s weapons to back them.” 


“T will give you the rest of your instructions when you 
come to me at the cabin.” 

“You may count on me if it’s Sorby you’re after.” 

“I’m after the man Sorby works for as well as your 
enemy.” 

“All right. 
of mine.” 

No more was said. 

Nick hurried away. 

As noiselessly asa cat he skirted the cabin and ap- 
proached the rear. 

The back door was closed and locked. 

A glance at the one side window showed that the curtain 
was down. | 

Nick listened a mcment under this window, 
thought he heard the low sound of voices. 

If he could only find a place where he might hear what 
was being said ! 

The cabin was a small structure, and contained but one 
room, Nick felt assured. 

And yet if the robbers used the place as a rendezvous 
and for the purpose of concealing their plunder, as was 
probably the case, they must require more room and bet- 
ter facilities than the single apartment afforded. 

This extra room must then come from below ground if 
any where. 

Nick resolved to make a search for the cellar. 

Like other thieves’ underground dens that he had ex- 
plored it could probably be entered from outside the 
house. 

Hastening to the rear again he began a systematic 
search of the ground in the vicinity. | 

On one side of the back door-steps was a large tub half | 
filled with water. 

Nick managed to move it aside without making any 
noise. 

There was sand all about the back premises, and there 
was sand on the spot where the tub had stood. 

Nick made up his mind instantly that the sand was a 
blind. 

He got down on his hands and knees and began to scrape 
the sand away from the spot he had just exposed. 

A minute’s work and his hand rested on the smooth sur- 
face of a board. 

Soon he had uncovered the circular door of a trap. 

The ring was found, but he could not lift the door 
though he tugged with all his might. 

It was locked and probably by a concealed spring. 

After passing his hand vainly around the edges of the 
trap he resolved to risk the use of his bull’s-eye lantern, 
as much to test his eyesight as to discover the secret of 
the spring. 

To his dismay he found that he had lost it. It must 
have dropped from his pocket during his struggle with 
Herman Palmer near the park. 

Not having the lantern he lighted a match. 

He discovered to his joy that he could see plainly. 

In the short time that the match flamed his eyes took in 
all the details of the circular door. 

It was made of narrow tongued and grooved pine. 

All the boards were whole with one exception. 


They are all in the same boat—no friends 


and 


That 


one was in two pieces, the shortest but a few inches long. 
Nick took out his knife, opened the longest blade, and 


In another moment his hand rested upon the small 
brass knob of a spring. 

He pressed upon it gently, and then with all his might. 

No result. 

Then he tried to pull it toward him. 

It would not budge. 

“There is but one other way,” he muttered under his 
breath, and with his knees on the door, “and that will 
work the combination beyond question. All I have to do 
is to push the knob forward; this takes the bolt with it, 
then I get up, try the ring again, and the door lifts up, 
and the way to the cellar is clear.” 

He gave a forward pressure to the knob. 

It moved. 

There came a sharp click, then a rough grating noise, a 
crash and a thud. 

The dour was not one of the ordinary pattern. 

It opened downward. 

When the bolt flew back Nick felt something give way 
under him. 

He tried to save himself, but in vain. 

Down he went to the bottom of the cellar, landing on 
some springy contrivance made of wires, with the effect 
of setting half a dozen bells to ringing. 

The noise they made was deafening. Nick realized that 
he had fallen into a trap, indeed. 


CHAPTER V. 
A MAIDEN IN DISTRESS. 

The overturning of chairs and the trampling of feet on 
the floor above him told Nick that his enemies had been 
notified that their trap had been sprung. 

He had not been injured by the fall, and as the cellar 
was not more than ten feet in depth he thought he might 
be able to get out of the hole by the same way he had en- 
tered before the robbers put in an appearance. 

As he stepped off the contrivance upon which he had 
fallen—it was more like a wire mattress than anything 
else within his experience which he could recall at the 
moment—and turned his eyes upward a cry of dismay 
escaped him. 

He could see nothing for the dense gloom, 

Where were the stars ? 

He gave a leap upward and his head struck not empty 
air, but hard unyielding lumber. 

The cause of the darkness was revealed. 

The trap door, operated by some peculiar mechanism, 
had returned to its place as soon as it had landed its de- 
tective passenger. 

He was a prisoner, and he knew not what moment 
might be his last. 

But he would sell his life as dearly as possible. 

Before setting out on his expedition he had provided 
himself with two revolvers. 

They were self-cockers, and had been tested in more 
than one bloody fray with the enemies of the law. 

Grasping one in each hand he backed up against the 
nearest wall and waited for the coming of the foe. 

Five minutes passed, and no one had appeared. 

And there had been no sounds from above since he had 
arisen to his feet. 

What did it all mean ? 

While he was cudgeling his brain to find an explanation 
of the strange silence an uncomfortable sensation in his 
teet made him stop to ascertain what was the matter. 

The discovery he made gave him cause for the gravest 
alarm. 

It was water which had touched his feet. 

The cellar was rapidly filling. 

The floor and walls were of cement. 

Nick made an examination of his prison only to dis- 
cover that the only apparent outlet was from the trap. 

Unless help came he would be drowned like a rat. 

If he could only find something to stand upon he might 
open the trap door by shooting away the bolt. 

He had a pocket full of cartridges, and he would make 
his pistols play the parts of augers. But there was only 
one article of furniture in the cellar and that was the con- 


| 


inserted it in the crack between the two pieces, and tried 
to lift the smaller. 
He succeeded. 


/ 


trivance that had set the bells a-going. 
The water was half way up to his knees when he began 
to make an investigation of the wiry affair 
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It was set in a wooden frame, three feet by six. 

Nick broke the cords attached to it, and which con- 
nected with the bells up stairs, and then stood it up on 
ene of its long sides, but, of course, found that it would 
need the support of the wall to maintain its position. 

Investigation showed that the trap was within a foot of 
the wall. : 

This circumstance gave him hope. 

If the robbers had left the cabin, as the silence seemed 
to indicate, he might yet escape. 

Placing the wire frame in a slightly slanting position 
against the wall he clambered to the top and felt with his 
hands along the edge of the trap. 

The spring lock was on the part nearest to him. 

He soon convinced himself that it could not be operated 
from the lower side. 

The door was for entrance purposes only. 

Therefore there must be another door or opening some- 
where by which an exit might be made. 

Should he make another search for it or should he oc- 
cupy the short time at his disposal in banging away with 
his revolver at the lock of the door above his head ? 

A thought of the rapidly rising water decided him. 

“T’ll remain where I am,” he said, aloud, and placing 
the muzzle of one of his pistols within a few inches of the 
lock he was about to press the trigger when he heard the 
bolt click and in another instant the door descended with 
a bang, the lower edges striking against his knees with 
cruel force. 

But regardless of the pain given by the blow he quickly 
pocketed one revolver, and with the hand thus disen- 
gaged grasped the end of the door, determined that 
the aperture should not again be closed if he could help it. 

The person who had let the door fall now made _ himself 
known. — 

“Are you alone down there?” called out an anxious 
voice. 

It belonged to Tom Tiffin. 

“Yes, yes,” returned Nick, quickly. 

“Then give me your hand it you can, and I’ll yank you 
out. 

The great detective got in front of the door at the risk 
of toppling the wire frame over, and reaching up his hands 
had them gripped tightly by the tramp. 

A moment later and Nick was on terra firma. 

“Tiffin, you’re a brick. I shall never forget this service, 
never,” he said, with deep earnestness. 

“That’s all right, captain. You treated me white a 
while ago, and I’m not the man to go back on my friends.” 

“How did you happen to come here ?” 

“J waited for your signal, and when it didn’t come I 
began to fear that you had fallen into a hole.” 

“So IT had.” 

“When the bells started in to ring I knew your cake 


was dough.” ; 
‘““Knew it! Guessed it, you mean.” 
“]T knew it. I have been in that house before.” 


“You have? Why didn’t you sav so before I left you at 
the tree?” 

“ Because I didn’t want to give away a friend of mine.” 

‘“Who is a friend of yours? Not one of the gang who 
occupy the cabin?” 

“No, they rent the cabin of my friend.” 

* Who is he?” 

‘“A smuggler.” 

**Ah, I see.” 

‘““You ought to, for you fell into the trap that he con- 
structed when he used the cellar to hide his goods.” 

‘“‘Didn’t you know or couldn't you guess that the gang 
of robbers I am after, with whom your enemy Pat Sorby 
affiliates, had learned all about the cellar and the trap?” 

“No, I was fool enough to think that my friend had not 
rented the lower part of his crib. 

“When I heard the bells ring,” the tramp went on, “I 
started for the cabin to give you my assistance. I did not 
make a break for the front, for I suspected -that Sorby and 
some of his pals might be outside, but sneaked around to 
the rear under cover of the trees. 


“JT was opposite the back door, and was about to leave | 


the shelter of a big maple when three men came around 
the house from the front. 
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“They stopped a moment near the trap, and one of 
them said—it was the fellow who gave me the tenner— 
that as long as the water was turned on they might as 


well go away and give the cellar a chance to fill up and « 


settle the detective’s hash.” 

“ How did he know that the victim was a detective ?” 

“Didn’t you talk some to yourself after you fell ?” 

“Yes, I suppose I did.” 

“Well, then, whatever you said was overheard by these 
tarriers above, for the ceiling is not solid.” 

a4 No ae 

“There is a hole two feet square covered with an iron 
grating near the middle of the floor. 

“The floor is the ceiling of the cellar, and the iron grat- 
ing is opened by a spring, and slides out of the way at the 
touch of a button. 

“When you want to ascend from the cellar you have 
got to have either a cane or a stick with which to open 
the iron trap above in the first place. Then you must 
jump up by the aid of the wire frame which set the bells 
a-ringing. It has a good spring..to it, and an ordinary 
man can easily catch the edges of the hole by its aid, and 
draw himself out of the cellar.” 

“A very awkward arrangement,” was Nick’s comment. 

“Té suited the man who made it.” 

“Well, what happened,” said the detective, “after the 
rascals left?” 

“I watched them until I saw them take the path to the 
river and disappear in the shadows, and then I hurried to 
the trap at the back door and raised it. You know the 
rest.” 

It was somewhat of a surprise to Nick to find that Her- 
man Palmer had not gone on to New York by the train 
from Woodlawn. 

The leader of the matchless three had certainly run in 
that direction. 

‘“ He wanted to throw me completely off the scent,” was 
Nick’s reflection, “and he must have been astonished 
when he found that I had discovered his hiding-place 
after all.” 

It was quite probable that the robbers would return to 
the cabin before the night ended... They would want to 
make sure that their enemy was dead. 

Nick determined to give them a little surprise. 

The front door of the cabin was not locked and the 
twain entered. 

Nick struck a match and looked about the room. 

A table, chairs, three bunks, and something else greeted 
his eyes. 

That something else made him utter an exclamation of 
amazement. 

It was the figure of a young and beautiful girl. 

She was lying fully dressed on one of the bunks, and 
was either dead or asleep. 

Before his match went out Tiffin had picked up a lan- 
tern from the table. 

When he had lighted it Nick strode forward to the 
bunk. 

The girl was not dead, though she did not open‘her eyes 
when the detective approached. 

Her heavy stertorous breathing told Nick that she was 
under the influence of some powerful narcotic. 

Her rich and fashionable attire indicated that she was 
not a working-girl, while the delicate contour of her face, 
the clear, dead white complexion, the absence of any of 
the marks of an evil life caused the detective to come to 
the quick conclusion that she had been decoyed to the 
cabin and was nct an accomplice of the robbers. 

He took her by the shoulders and shook her gently. 

A low sigh escaped her. 

“Ah!” he exclaimed, .in satisfaction. ‘The dose was 
not a heavy one, and if it was morphine, ag I think, she’ll 
soon be all right.” 

He raised her to a sitting position, supporting her in - 
his strong arms. 

Tom Tiffin, standing by with the lantern, looked at the 
girl with a curious expression. 2 

Nick noticed it, and instantly asked; 

“Have you ever seen her before ?” 
13 Yes. ”? 
“Where?” 
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“Amsterdam avenue.” 
“What was she doing there ?” 


>. “Staying with her folks, I suppose.” 


“You know nothing about her ?” 

“6 ING.’ 

A sudden thought struck Nick. 

“There’s no telling,” he said to Tiffin, “when these ras- 
cals may come back. As they went by the river path they 


_ will probably return that way.” 


“Yes, I think so.” 

“T want to have a talk with this young lady when she 
comes to her senses, and I want to be sure at the same 
time that I am safe in remaining here for that purpose.” 

“What can I do to help you out?” 

“Go down the river path a ways, and stay there until 
I come out or until you hear the approach of our enemies.” 

“Allright. Andif you don’t show yourself and the 
gang does come up what am I to do? Try to clear ’em 
out?” 

“No. Hurry to the cabin, and give me warning.” 

“Suppose they come upon me unawares.” 

“Then shout, or fire off your pistol.” 

When Tiffin had gone Nick raised the limp form of the 
girl and stood her on her feet. 

She was small and fragile, and the detective found it 
an easy matter to carry out the programme he had ar-| 
ranged in nis mind. 

There was a pitcher of water on the table, and he forced 
her to drink some of it. 

Next he bathed her face and temples. 

Signs of returning consciousness soon began to manifest 
themselves. 

He tried the experiment, and found that she could stand 
on her feet unaided. 

Taking ber by the arm he conducted her to the open 
door, and thence outside. 

Up and down in front of the door he walked her until 
she opened her eyes in intelligence and began to ask the 
meaning of her presence in the locality. 

Nick assured her that he was a friend, and when he had 
satisfied himself that she was in. a condition to respond | 
intelligently to his questions he conducted her inside 
again. 

Her soft, hazel eyes had a look of Bes ment in them 
as she glanced about the apartinent. 

“ How did I come here?” she asked. 

“Think a moment and see if you can’t remember where 
you were to-day.” 

She put her hands to her forehead and contracted her 
pretty brows in anxious thought. 

“T remember leaving home in the afternoon,” she said, 
after a pause. 

“Where do you live?” 

“On Amsterdam avenue. My mother is the widow of 
Colonel Haberly,” she added, proudly. 

“Indeed! I remember him well. A gallant officer of the 
civil war, and one of New York’s most reputable citizens.” | 

She inclined her head in gracious appreciation of the 
compliment, and then went on: 

“T had not intended to go out, for mother was away, 
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| passage to the kitchen except the one opening out of it 
i into the dining-room. 

“I soon found myself in the latter apartment without 
having made any noise to betray my presence. 

“There were two persons 1n the kitchen, and when they 
began to speak in loW voices I recognized one as my 
brother William.” 

“Exeuse me for interrupting you,” said Nick, “but 
hasn’t your brother a peculiar nickname ?” 

6 Yes. ? 
“What is it?” 
“He is called Billy, the Mug.” 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE DETECTIVE IN A TIGHT PLACE. 


“T have heard of your brother,” remarked the de- 
tective. “Heis a very shrewd fellow.” 

“le is a rogue,” said the girl, bitterly, “and it is all 
his work that I am here in this position to- -night. I see 
everything clearly now. 

“But I must not break off this way in my story. I 
heard William say to the other man in the kitchen: 

‘“ “Now that the Yonkers job is done and well done, we. 
must tackle Shaeffer’s and Freund’s butcher shops on the 
avenue. I’ve got the lay-out, and the safes of both places 
can be cracked in one night.’ 

““T’m with you,’ said the other, with a slight Irish 
brogue.” 

“Mike Clark,” said the detective to himself. 

“T wanted to have a look at the man,” continued Miss 
Haberly, “and by means of the keyhole I saw that he 
was a man above the middle height, with narrow, sloping 
shoulders, a thin face, a black sweeping mustache, and 
keen black eyes, set rather close tcgether.” 

“That’s Mike,” muttered Nick, “sure enough.” 

“ ‘Herman can do both safes in twenty minutes if you 
and August work the other part of the racketin good 
shape,’ said my brother. 

“ ‘Let Augie and me alone for that,’ was the other’s 
reply. ‘When we get left the thermometer will be away 
| out of sight below zero.’ 

“ *We'll tackle a little of the old lady’s grub,’ said 
William, ‘and then we’ll light out. I don’t want to see 
her just now, nor Sis neither.’ 

“ “But you shall see Sis,’ says I, opening the door and 
walking in on them, ‘and you sha’n’t have a bite to eat in 
this house so long as I remain in it.’ 

‘‘T was angry and ashamed at what I had heard. 

“They both looked at me a moment without speaking. 

“Then William’s companion whispered sometbing into 
my brother’s ear. 

“There was a murderous look on his face as he did so, 
and that look was reflected in my brother’s eyes when the 
whispering was over. 

“T felt that moment that my liberty, perhaps my life, 
was in danger. 

“ Springing back into the dining- room I slammed the 
door and ran for the front. 

“T was out on the street before William and his com- 


and there have been so many day burglaries committed | 
in the neighborhood lately that we did not deem it safe, 
for both of us to be absent from the house at the same 
time.” 

She paused for a moment and sighed deeply. 

“T have a brother,” she continued, -with a blush of 
shame, “who took to evil ways several years ago. He: 
rarely comes home, and when he does he makes it so un- | 
pleasant for mother and me that it is a relief when he is 
gone. 

“T had dressed for the street, and was walking toward 
the door when I heard a noise in the kitchen. 

“As I had locked all the doors except the one at the! 
front I was both surprised and alarmed at the sound, for 


panion came up to me. 
“They dared not harm me on the public thoroughfare 
in broad daylight, so I permitted them to approach; 


though I did not look at or speak to either of them. 


“ ‘Mary,’ said my brother, in a quick, pleading tone— 

he’s a fine actor, William is—‘I want to have a talk with 

ou. 
ae I made no answer, but walked steadily on. 

“Ele kept close to my side, however, his companion 
walking a short distance behind. 

“ “You are not going to give us away, are you?’ he 
asked, in a threatening tone, after a long pause. 

“ ¢Ves, lam.’ Ireplied. ‘Iam going straight to Mr. 
Shaeffer and tell him that you and your friend behind us 


the thought that came first in my mind was that burglars. have concocted a plot to steal his money. And when T 


had forced an entrance thinking that no one was at home. have warned him I shall go to Mr. Freund’s and perform 


“My first impulse was to go out the front door softly a like service.’ 


and arouse some of the neighbors, but after a moment’s 


ie ‘Mary.’ said William, hoarsely, ‘you must not see 


reflection I concluded to investigate a little before giving these men.’ 


the alarm. 
“As luck would have it, all the doors were open on the 


“ *But I will,’ I replied, firmly. 
“ ‘See here,’ he continued, in the old wheedling way I 
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remembered so well, ‘you won’t disgrace the family name 
when there’s no reason for it.’ 

“T looked at him in contemptuous surprise. 

‘* “Disgrace the family name?’ I repeated. ‘It is im- 
possible to do that since you have already disgraced it.’ 

‘“ ‘No one knows that I’m your brother, or what my 
real name is,’ he protested, ‘for everybody calls me the 
“ Mug. m9 

“ ‘It’s a fitting name,’ I returned. 

“ “T think so myself,’ was his reply, with a half 
chuckle. ‘Now, Mary,’ he continued, with an assump- 
tion of gravity, ‘let’s talk this matter over calmly. If 
you can convince me that you will be doing the proper 
thing to split on me I’ll give in and say no more.’ 

‘We were then in front of a restaurant. , 

‘* *Let’s slip in here,’ he said, ‘and come to an under- 
standing. Oblige me this once,’ he entreated as I hesi- 
tated. 

“Like a fool I allowed myself to be persuaded, and 
went into the restaurant. 

“We took a private stall, and he called for something 


or other on the bill of fare. 

“T was not hungry, and refused to eat. 

‘He tried to get me to drink a glass of wine. 

*‘T refused. 

“Then he insisted that I should try some lemonade. 

‘“To make him cease his importunities I consented. 

“I drank the lemonade, and presently a drowsy feeling 
came over me which I could not shake off.” 

‘You were drugged,” said Nick. 

“Yes, I must have been, for I could not have been 
taken here otherwise. Where are we?” 

Nick told her. 

“ And you—what is your name?” she asked. “You said 
you were a friend, and I knew from your face that you 
must speak the truth.” 

‘My name is Nick Carter.” 

The girl started violently when she heard the name, | 
and then covered her face with her hands and began to 
sob as if her heart would break. 

The great detective looked on this exhibition with a 
puzzled expression of countenance. 

‘“What is there in my name to alarm or pain you?” he! 
asked, gently. 

“You will arrest my brother.” 

“Don’t you think it would be better for society, for 
himself, for your own peace of mind, that he should be! 
put in a place where his criminal propensities may be re- 
strained ?” 

“Tt would kill my mother.” 

“Does she not know that he 
burglars ?” 

os No. 9 

“But she must know sooner or later if he continues his 
evil courses.” 

“She does not read the papers, and she has no friends 
who would inform her.” 

“Some enemy might.” 

“She has no enemies.” 

Nick began to regret that he had given his name. 

He foresaw that he would have some difficulty in deal- 
ing with this young lady, who was as self-willed as she 
was beautiful. 

But before another word could be said by either of 
them a pistol-shot from without in the direction of the 
river caused Nick to spring to his feet and draw his re- 
volver. 

There came ancther report as he started for the door. 

*“T would advise you to seek the shelter of the trees,” he 
said. hurriedly, and then was gone from her sight. 

She did not move from the chair in which she had been 
seated. 

Her lips were compressed, and there was a dangerous 
light in her hazel eyes. 

“T must save him,” she muttered, “even if this great 
man-hunter is sacrificed.” 

Strange is the nature of woman. 

But five minutes before Mary 


is the associate of 


Haberly had been 


|no brother of yours. 


wrought up to the highest pitch of indignation over her| 
brother’s wickedness, so that she would not have shed a: 


tear had she seen him in custody. 


Now her mind had changed when the danger to William 
Haberly had become real, and she was ready to go to any 
length, however perilous and desperate, to save him. 

While awaiting the result of the conflict’ that was 
waging outside Billy, the Mug, hurriedly entered the door. 

He had discarded his female toggery, and was dressed 
in black, hat, gloves, and all, like an undertaker’s assist- 
ant. " 

A fierce oath escaped him when he saw his sister sit- 
ting in the room, “clothed and in her right mind.” 

* Where in——” he began, ina rage, when she quiekly 
interrupted him. * 

“Don’t swear, Will,” she said, entreatingly, “for you 
have nothing to fear from me now that Nick Carter is 
after you.” 

‘Nick Carter! The devil!” 

He turned about, and would have rushed from the 


;room had she not darted forward and placed herself in 
|the door-way to bar his progress. 


“You mustn’t go out,” she exclaimed, wildly, “for the 
detective is there.” 

**'W here ?” 

“Didn’t you hear the shots?” 

“Yes, and supposed they came from the cabin.” 

“Then you didn’t come from the river?” 

1% No. rh 

“Nor meet any of your—friends.” 
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He looked at her suspiciously. 

“What kind of a game are you givirg me?” he said, 
roughly, as he caught her by the arm. “Say ?” 

“T want to help you.” 

“Help me?” sneeringly. “You’re a nice sort, to talk 
that way. Help nothing. You’d put me in quod too quick 
if you had the chance.” 

“What! put my own brother in jail.” 

She spoke reproachfully, and the tears came into her 
eyes. 

Billy, the Mug, laughed harshly. 

“T think I’ll end this farce right here,” he said. 
I thought you knew it.” 

“Not my brother,” she gasped. 

“No. I was adopted by the colonel. 
of yours, and I am glad of it.” 

So) amas 

Her voice had’a joyous ring in it, and as she spoke she 
suddenly wrenched herself from his grasp, and ran down 
the steps and out into the darkness. 

“Well, I’m eternally dashed if this isn’t a go,” the Mug 
ejaculated. ‘I believe the little spitfire meant to do mea 
good turn after all.” 

He started to pursue her, when a man’s voice) called 
quickly from the rear of the cabin : 

“Look out in there. They’re coming.” 

Who were coming? 

The young crook did not know, but in the belief that 
the warning came from a friend he quickly closed the 
door, and hastening to the place where the iron grating 
was located pressed the spring, saw it swiftly slide back, 
and then without a further glance lowered himself 
through the aperture. 

There was no time for him to take observations, for 
steps were heard approaching the front. 

With one hand he pressed the spring so as to slide the 
grating back into its place, and when he heard the click 
of the forward movement he let go with the other hand 
and dropped. 

A ery of terror escaped him the next instant. 

For he had gone downward into five feet of water. 

His cries rose to yells when his feet touched the bottom, 
for he could not swim, the water was up to his neck and 
was still rising. 

His terror diminished when he heard the tread of feet 
on the floor above him. 

No matter if the new-comer were an enemy, a detective, 
for he had much rather end his days in prison than suffer 
a horrible death by drowning. 

He shouted again and again, but his voice was inarticu- 
late and unrecognizable. 

“Great Heaven!” was his thought, as no response was 
made from above, “is he going to let me die?” 
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A wild shriek arose from his throat. 

Then came the sound of coarse, brutal laughter from 
the room over his head, followed by a‘voice he knew so 
well, the voice of Herman Palmer, the leading spirit of 
the matchless three. 

“Howl away, Nick Carter,” said the voice, “but don’t 
expect any aid from me.” 

* Herman!” came the agonized call from the cellar, 
“help me for the love of——”a fit of choking cut the 
speech off abruptly. 

The water had risen to the level of the unfortunate 
wretch’s mouth. 

In five minutes at the furthest he would be dead unless 
help came. 

His last hope left him at the next words of the leader of 
the robbers. 

“This is worth a thousand dollars to me,” he chuckled, 
malevolently, *to be able to hear my Christian name 
called in such an endearing tone by the greatest detective 
in the United States. Call me Herman again,” he shouted 
down the grating, ‘‘I like to hear it.” 

A frantic splashing of water was the only answer he: 
received. 

Billy, the Mug, pay lost the power to use his voice} 
again. 

He was slowly going to his death, and within five feet 
of his head was the face of his best friend. 

Would fate, with cruel irony, permit this mistake to be 
carried to a tragic-end ? 

The water was up to his ears, and in a moment he 
would be past the power of hearing, when Mary’s voice 
burst upon him to put the crowning touch upon his men- 
tal agony. 

“William, where is he? I left him here, and he did not 
go out, for I have watched the door.” 

“By the Lord Harry,” ejaculated Herman Palmer, ina 
spasm of fear, “but I believe he’s down there!” 

He pointed toward the grating, and then with quick 
presence of mind rushed to the corner of the room, 
stooped down, and seized the handle of a brass faucet 
about an inch above the floor, and gave it a quick turn. 

Mary Haberly with clasped hands and eyes filled with 
wild apprehension stood mutely watching him. Though 
Billy, the Mug, was not her brother she had returned for 
her mother’s sake to give him her assistance. 

From the faucet Palmer returned to the grating, sent it | 
sliding back, and then lowered himself into the water. | 

“Tf he’s alive I’ll save him,” he cried out as he went) 
down. 

The girl noticed that he took his cane ‘with him. 

She moved to the opening, and listened with all her 
ears for a word from the man who had gone to the rescue 
of the one she had so long regarded as her brother. 

While in that position, with her back to the door, a 
man’s head appeared at the window adjoining it. 

He had approached the cabin so noiselessly that she 
had not heard him. 

When he caught sight of her his blacx eyes twinkled in 
savage satisfaction. 

“It’s lucky I came up,” he muttered, under his breath. 

He opened the door, and a few quick stens brought him 
to the girl’s side. 

She looked up, and recognized him as the man whom 
she had seen with William in the kitchen at her home. 

Mike Clark, for it was he, did not wait for her to ex- 
plain her presence before the grating, but seizing her 
around the waist with one hand he stifled the cry that 
rose to her lips with the other. 

“IT don’t care a button what Billy says,” he growled, as 
he moved toward the door, “I am going to put you where 
you can’t do anybody any harm.” 


‘He is going to kill me,” was her instant thought; and 
she struggled with all her might to release herself from 
his embrace. 

In vain. 

Mike Clark had the arm of a gladiator, with muscles 
like steel. 

He was but little inferior in strength to Herman 
Palmer. 

At the door the bold crook paused and looked about 
him in an uncertain way. 


‘‘T wonder where Augie went to,” he muttered. 

“Here, around the corner,” came a low voice close at 

and. ; 

Not doubting but what it was his comrade who had 
answered, Clark, with Mary Haberly in his arms, went 
down the steps and made for the corner. 

Here the dense shade from a large tree a few yards off 
made it as dark as Erebus. 

“Give her to me, Mike,” whispered the voice as the rob- 
ber reached the corner, “and go back into the cabin. I'll 
attend to her.” 

A tall, muscular form loomed up before Clark’s eyes as 
the words were spoken 

“Just ‘as you say, Augie,” was the response, “but you 
want to clap your paw over her meat trap or she’ll scream 
loud enough to bring the whole country down on us” 

“That’s all right,” was the answering whisper. 

Clark transferred his burden to the speaker, who re- 
ceived it only to let it slip quickly from his arms to the 
ground. 

Then like a flash, and before Mike Clark had turned to 
leave the spot, a fist of iron shot out, and the man who 


| had carried Miss Habecly from the cabin fell like a log in 


his tracks. 
The assailant was about to follow up his advantage 
when a low whistle from the inside of the cabin made him 


‘prick up his ears. 


“That’s Nick,” he said to himself. “He has struck a 
snag, for he never gives that whistle except when he 
wants help.” 

Chick—for it was he—dashed for the door with pistol 
drawn and ready for the service. 

The lantern was still burning upon the table, and by its 
light he saw a sight that made him turn pale with horror. 

Upon the floor was Nick Carter, and over him with his 
knee upon the great detective’s breast, and hand upraised 
to deal a murderous dagger thrust, was August Palmer, 
the third member of the matchless three. 


CHAPTER. VII. 
NICK HOLDS THE WINNING HAND. 


For a second Chick remained as if paralyzed; then his 
self-cocker spoke and the hand that held the dagger drop- 


| ped empty to the robber’s side. 


At the same moment the latter turned his head to see 
where the shot had come from. 

That movement resulted in his undoing. 

Nick Carter’s strong arms caught him about the waist, 
and threw him over upon the floor. 

Chick was on hand to complete the job. 

A few moments later and August Palmer had his ankles 
secured by a stout cord, while a pair of handcuffs en- 
circled his wrists. 

The struggle had occcurred near the iron grating. 

It was now closed. 

Nick looked at it curiously. 

“T wonder if the water has been turned off,” he said. 

‘‘Never mind the water just now,” said his assistant. 
“Tell me how you came to be the under dog a while ago, 
and what has happened since we parted in New York in 
the afternoon.” 

“All right.” 

He was about de begin his recital when Chick hurriedly 
exclaimed : 

“Hold on a iLnee. I forgot about the girl and the man 
IT laid out.” 

“The girl ? 

“The one outside. 
came.” 

“Oh, Miss Haberly !” 

“Tt don’t know her name, but I left her at the corner of 
the house. She may be sick, or in a faint or something.” 

Chick hastened out, Nick following. 

Mike Clark was lying stretched on the ground as Chick 
had left him. 

But the girl was not at the corner, nor anywhere in the 
vicinity. 

Nick called her by name softly several times. 

There was no answer. 

“She must have fled up the path toward town,” re- 


What girl?” 
She was in the room before you 


"marked Chick. 
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“Tt looks that way.” 
After binding Clark hand and foot—he did not re- 


them, and gather them in on anold charge, hoping to 
make them squeal when they found themselves in our 


cover consciousness during the operation—they returned | clutches. 


to the cabin, but not to enter. 
Sitting down on the front steps, Nick told his story. 


_“TI found them both at a joint on Ninety-second street 
about an hour and’a half after you had left. They must 


After narrating what is already known to the reader, | have hurried into the city after the racket with Billy, the 


he said: 
“When I left Miss Haberly in the cabin to ascertain 


Mug. 
“I made them both come to time, and, after turning 


the meaning of the pistol-shots outside, I had an idea that | them over to a patrolman to convey to the Tombs, I took 


Clark and the Palmer boys on returning from the river 
had come suddenly upon Toi Tiffin, catching him un- 
awares. 
~ dashed down the path, and another shot was fired 
just as 1 entered the grove of trees yonder. The shot was 
followed by groans and curses uttered alternately and by 
the same person. 

“Guided by the noise, [soon came upon the author of 
them. It was Pat Sorby.” 

“T thought so,” interrupted Chick. 
you get through.” . 

“He was lashed to a tree, and was bleeding terribly 
from a wound in the head. 
~“T made an examination, saw that the wound was not 
dangerous, and after bandaging it with a handkerchief 
tried to get him to talk. 

‘*He wouldn’t utter a word, and I could only guess that 
his assailant was Tiffin, who bore him a deadly grudge.” 

‘That’s where you’re wrong, Nick,” said his assistant. 
“ Pat Sorby owes his sore head to me.” 

“Then, where is Tiffin ?” 

‘**T don’t know anything about him. Haven’t seen him, 
and wouldn’t know him, if I did see him.” 

“T forgot that you" have never met the gentleman,” re- 
turned Nick, with a smile. 

Then he continued : 

“Finding it impossible to get a word out of him, I left 
the fellow, and went on toward the river. 

“T met no one on the way, nor did I make any discov- 
ery when I got there. 


“T'll tell why after 


“Returning I saw a dark form starting toward the rear | 


of the cabin. 

“T followed ata discreet distance, and saw the person 
enter the cabin by the rear door. 

“As the door had been locked when I tried to open it an 
hour before, I made up my mind that the party was either 
Clark or one of the Palmers. 

‘‘A few bounds and I had my hand on the knob. 

“The door was slightly ajar, and I was about to enter, 
when I heard a voice inside say: ‘If that cursed detec- 
tive, Chick Carter, is anywhere about I’d like to meet him 
right away. Slim Dick sent word that he was coming, 
and Dick never gives us any funny business.’ 

‘‘There was a movement outside toward the front of the 
house when he finished speaking. 

“He heard it, and so did I. 

‘*He had entered just as Clark with the girl in his arms 
had disappeared from the front, and so knew nothing of 
their presence in the vicinity. 

“What the whispering meant to him I do not know, but 
T at once surmised that you had something to do with it. 

“ Augie—he was the man inside as we now know—was 
on his way to the front, when I pushed the back door 
open. 

“There is a narrow board nailed across the door-way. 
IT did not notice it and stumbling over it could not save 
myself from falling. 

“As I went sprawling forward, I had the forethought 
to give the whistle for help. 

“The next moment a blow from Augie Palmer’s clubbed 
revolver stretched me senseless on the floor. 

“My wits returned just at the moment your shot was 
fired, but I don’t believe I would have been able to have 
got away with the fellow without your help.” 

“Yes, you would, Nick. Once you had a good grip on 
him, he was a goner.” 

The great detective shrugged his shoulders. 

“Perhaps,” he said. “And now Chick, for your experi- 
ences.” 

“They are hardly worth relating,” said his assistant, 
modestly. ‘‘We suspected that Pat Sorby and Slim Dick 
were working for the gang, and you asked me to lay for 
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the elevated at Third avenue and rode to Harlem. 

“There I boarded a railway car, and was about to enter 
the smoker, when who should I see sitting on a seat as 
large as life and with a fine cigar stuck comfortably in 
his mouth but Pat Sorby. 


“The rascal had escaped from the custody of the patrol- 
man and was now on his way, probably, to notify ‘Three 
of a Kind’ of what had occurred.” 

The conversation up to this point had been conducted 
in tones inaudible to the captive robber in the room be- 
yond them. 

Nick wanted a point settled before Chick went on. 

Raising his voice and speaking to August Palmer, he 


‘said : 


| 
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es You made a remark a while ago, Augie, that puzzles 
me. 

“What was it?” was the surly response. 

“You said that Shim Dick had sent word that Chick was 
on the way. to this cabin.” 

“That’s the truth.” 

“Flow did he send word? by whom ?” 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” with an aggravating 
chuckle. 

“He must havea friend at headquarters,” said Nick, 
carelessly, “for he wasin the cooler when he sent the 
message.” 

**No, he wasn’t.” 

“Oh, he escaped, did he?” 

“No, he didn’t escape.” 

“Well, if you won't unravel this “mystery,” said the 
great detective, quietly, “you won’t, and that ends it. 
But I’ll find out when I return to the city,” he said to 
himself, “or know the reason why.” 

Chick’s narrative was resumed. 


“T did not enter the smoker, nor did I let Sorby see me. 

“He got off at Woodlawn, and made for the river. 

“It was dark, and I had considerable trouble in keep- 
ing him in sight. ; 

“But I succeeded, and, after following the Bronx for 
quite a long distance, he entered the path which leads to 
this cabin. 

“Half way to the building, he stopped and left the path. 

“He had heard my footsteps in his rear, and had _ hid- 
den to see who the on-comer was. 


“TIT tumbled to his game in an instant, and left the path 
at a point about fifty feet below his turning-out place. 

‘My plan was to come upon him by surprise, and I 
would have succeeded, for I caught sight of his figure be- 
hind a tree, had I not fallen over a log of wood and dis- 
closed my presence. 

“Then his pistol spoke, and though I was not hit, I flat- 
tened out asif dead; but when heran up to finish me 
with his knife, if I needed finishing, I let him have it 
with my own revolver. The shot fetched him, and he 
was unconscious when I lashed him to the tree. 

“T was some time in finding the path again, for I had 
lost my bearings. 

“ At last I came upon it, and had got close to the cabin 
when I heard Mike Clark muttering to himself about a girl 
who ought to be put out of the way, and as he came out 
of the door with Miss Haberly in his arms a moment 
later, I hastily devised a plan to down him.” 

“And you succeeded,” said Nick, in a tone of admiring 
approval. 

“Ves, I was lucky enough to give him one in a tender 
spot, for I took all the sense and strength out of him ina 
second.” 

The lantern in the cabin had been giving a dim light 
for some time. 

It went out suddenly as Chick finished speaking. 

A noise as of the movement of feet followed. 
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Nick and Chick sprang from the steps where they had 
been sitting, and entered the room. 

The great detective was in advance. 

In the belief that the nuise was made by August Palmer 
in an endeavor tofree himself from his bonds, he was 
hastening to the spot where the robber had been left, 
when the back door of the cabin was quickly opened and 
as quickly shut. 

At the same moment one of Nick’s feet left the floor for 
empty space, and he came down on his hands with a sud- 
denness that disgusted as well as annoyed him. 

The iron grating was no longer in its place, and he had 
stepped into the hole through which Herman Palmer had 
some time before descended to the cellar. 

At the moment while he lay with one leg in the hole, 
the rays of Chick’s bull’s-eye lantern were flashed into 
the room. 

August Palmer was not there. 

And he could not have freed himself, for the cords 
which had bound him had been cut with a knife. 

Nick was assisted to his feet just as a pistol cracked on 


- the outside. 


Then came several other reports in rapid succession. 

The two detectives rushed out and along the path lead- 
ing to the river as the firing had come from that direc- 
tion. ; 

They found nothing until they came tothe tree where 
they had left Pat Sorby. 

He was there, still bound, but no longer living. 

A dagger, buried deep in his breast, told how he had 
met his death. 

Lying at his feet was the body of Tom Tiffin, the tramp. 

He had been shot in the side, and he groaned faintly as 
Nick lifted him up. 

A swallow of brandy from the detective’s flask partially 
revived him. ; 

“How did this happen?” asked Nick, gravely. 

The answer was given in a hoarse whisper. 

“T settled Sorby, and then the gang came up and set- 
tled me.” 

“Who ?” 

‘“The fellows you are after—three of them ?” 

“What! has Clark escaped, too?” 

“Don’t know who Clark is. Say?” 

“What?” 

The words which left Tiffin’s lips the next moment were 
not intelligible. 

Another swallow of brandy cleared his throat some- 
what. 

“When they left me, I heard one of them say that they 
would do the job on Amsterdam avenue to-morrow night.” 

“Do you know where the girl is?” 

“Yes. They've got her.” 

“Did you see her?” 

“No, but my old friend, the fellow who owns the cabin, 
and who rented it tothe gang, he’s been playing with 
them, and—and—he caught the girl and——” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“He’s holding her in a boat near the shore.” 

“What’s his name?” 

“Perley Jakes.” 

Nick knew the fellow as an ex-convict. 

“One thing more,” said the tramp, finally, “you got my 
warning in time, didn’t you?” 

“What warning?” 

“Why, when I went out to look down the path at your 
request, I couldn’t find anything, and after wandering 
about a while, I was on my way back to the cabin when I 
saw somebody stealing toward the door from the direction 
of town. 

“{ dared not enter by the front, for fear that tre man 
would see and shoot me, so I sneaked around to the rear, 
ealled out that the enemy was coming, and for you to look 
out, and then slid out into the woods.” 

“T was not in the room, then,” said Nick. 

‘Well, some one was in there, for I heard him walking 


got the girl,” he said, ‘‘when I came upon Sorby, and 
then——” 

His voice ceased suddenly, there was a convulsive 
movement of his limbs, his jaw fell, and he was dead. 

Nick and Chick hurried back to the cabin. 

Mike Clark had gone as Tiffin’s statement had led them 
to expect. 

Fe the room they began an investigation of the 
cellar. 

The same hand that had turned the water off had pulled 
the plugin its place of concealment, and allowed the 
water to escape. 

On the cement floor of the cellar was the dead body of 
Billy, the Mug. 

Herman Palmer had arrived too late to save his associ- 
ate in crime. 

Nick was surprised when the light of the lantern fell 
upon the dead face of the young criminal. 

“How did he come here,” was his thought, “and who 
was it that came up through the trap ?” 

These questions were answered later. 

Whoever it was, he had released both August Palmer 
and Mike Clark. 

Another man than Nick Carter might have been dis- 
couraged at the ill-luck of the evening. 

But he always hung on to his cases with a bull-dog 
tenacity as long as there was any ground to work upon. 

“We'll get ’em yet, Chick,” he said, in a tone of cheer- 
ful conviction as they started from the cabin, “and we'll 
get ’em to-morrow night.” 

“On Amsterdam avenue ?” 

iz Yes. ” 

They went to the river, but found no boat in sight. 

“Jakes and his employers and the girl have gone on to 
the city,” said Chick, “and I believe I know where they’ll 
hang out to-night.” 

“Under the Brooklyn wharves?” 

oe Yes. Dh] 

“In Dutch Curry’s ‘bijou?’ ” 

“Sure.” 

“Dutechy and Perley used to be partners. 
you’re right, Chick.” 

- ‘We'll know before morning.” 

And it was not yet daylight when the two detectives, 
reinforced by several Brooklyn officers, raided Dutch 
Curry’s den under the wharves. 

Mary Haberly was found there guarded by Jakes. 

The girl had not been harmed, and by daylight she was 
in her mother’s armis. 

Jakes saw State prison staring himin the face, and 
weakened. 

“Let up on me,” he said to Nick, “and I'll turn up the 
Yonkers swag.” 

“Turn it up and I’ll do what I can for you.” 

Jakes went to a corner of the “bijou,” and out of a 
secret receptacle brought forth the tray with the seven 
thousand dollars. 

Nick and Chick deposited the find with Inspector Steers, 
and then sought their beds. 

Evening found them in Amsterdam avenue disguised, 
and ready for the closing in scene. 

There were Three of a Kind out against Nick in the 
game he was playing, but he believed he held the winning 
hand. A few hours would tell the story. 

It was close upon midnight when three men approached 
Freund’s butcher shop. 

Fitteen minutes passed, and the work was over. 

The shop had been entered, the safe cracked, and the 
burglars were upon the sidewalk with the plunder con- 


I reckon 


| cealed about their persons. 


They were making for another shop, when Nick Carter 
appeared suddenly in their front. 

By his side was Chick. 

And back of them were half a dozen of Inspector Steers’ 
imen. 
‘Surrender !” came in stern, commanding tones from 


about.” 
“]T think that open trap in the floor could explain who} 
the man was,” said Nick to himself. 
Tiftin’s breath began to come in short gasps. 
“T was intending to come back when I found Jakes bad 


the great detective’s lips. 
The three burglars saw that the game was up, and al- 
lowed the officers to take them into custody. 
They were tried for one of their manv crimes, and 
‘being found guilty were sent up for long terms. 
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Nick and Chick were congratulated by Inspector Steers 
over the good stroke of work they had done. 

The manager of the Yonkers bank could scarcely be- 
lieve his eyes when the two detectives called on him the 
next day, and produced the stolen tray with its contents 
intact. 

Returning to the city after a pleasant stay at Yonkers, 
Nick visited Slim Dick in his cell. 

He was curious to know how he had given the match- 
less three warning of Chick’s coming to the cabin. 

The crook smiled. 

“T passed Perley Jakes on my way to the lock-up,” he 
said, ‘and by a little system of telegraphing let him 
know that your assistant was on his way to the Wood- 
lawn rendezvous.” 

“But you couldn’t telegraph Chick’s name, could you?” 

“No; when I got to that part of my warning, I madea 


sound with my mouth such as is given when you want a ‘ 
horse to start, not a cluck but a click! See?” 

Nick saw. 

Neither Mrs. Haberly nor Mary put on mourning for 
the untimely death of Billy, the Mug. 

The girl is now engaged to be married to one of Theper: 
tor Steers’ detectives. 

She says he is young and ambitious, and that it will not 
be her fault if he does not make a name for himself. 


(THE END.) 
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